| — 
1 E 


A | 


RUMP and DOZEN; 


BEING THE 


* 


CONCLUSION or de - 


1 0 


9 


THOMAS LAMB 1 


1 
Mayor of R Fk. 


—z7 
By Majox HENRY WAL 


PRINTED rox SHEPPERSON AND REYNOLDS, No. 137. 


OxFoRD-STREET ; OF WHOM MAY BE HAD THE FIST PART, 


— 


Price TWO SHILLINGS AND SIX PENCE. 


Familiar Poetical Epiſtle, Ec. 


c 


PARS eU 
Altero ſtans in Pede. 


ET her ſome Prog l that Sentiment 
Should make the Hearts of Kings relent, 

And, when their Miniſters would tax, 

Think of their hapleſs Subject's Backs. 

So far it ſhould Diſtinctions ſmother, 

That Men don't ride down one another; 

For, take them from the Stem, or Root; 
Each Man is equally a Brute. 


Thoſe, of the Breed ſuperb, and tall, 
Have many Traps to make them fall, 10 
Whilſt thoſe, who move in Sphere more humble, 
Are not ſo liable - to tumble. 
Goodneſs alone true Luſtre gives 
To the firſt Family that lives, 
And thoſe—the very loweſt * born, 
When virtuous—Virtue's ſelf adorn. 


B Vain 


* I think it was Monſieur Scarron, who replied to a Man of Faſuion, 
at Verſailles, who made ſome refleions on his low origin, . Monſeigneur, 
© La plus vile Naiſſance donne du Luſtie 4 la Vertu.“ | 
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Vain the pretence of Wealth, or Birth, 
To conſtitute intrinſick Worth. 
The ſwelling Peer may trace, and vaunt 
His Origin from John of Gaunt ; | 20 
But, if that's all he has to ſhew for't, 
I dare pronounce—He's born too low for't. 
Could proud Contempt of others, gain it, 
We'd ſeen a Man of Worth—in T.. . . t, 
„ might put in his Claim 
To ſomething nobler than a Name. 
Some Pedigrees, which Men ſo high rate, 
Derive their Splendour from a Pirate : 
Yet, Sons of Freebooters diſdain 
Your Sires—or mine—for ſowing Grain. 30 
What nobler Virtues will make laſting 
Thy Name, O moſt Egregious ........ ? 
And, though thy Anceſtor of Yore, 
Slept with that noted Harlot Sh-re ; 
Think you, thy Fame it celebrates, 
Becauſe, you ſtrove to cuckold Y...s? 


The Satyriſt, with Juſtice rails, 
When Engliſh Noblemen, like Snails, 
(At leaſt, by far the greater Bulk) 


Retire within their Walls, —and ſulk : 40 
; Nor 
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Nor blame his keeneſt, ſharpeſt bite, 
WHEN ..- + -« s act the Hypocrite ! 

Sed, nulla Domus eſt perennis : 

No—not the Caftle of Pendennis ! 
Honours, and Laurels both, will fade, 
nee Ie BE; . ooo: are decay d. 
But how, by Melancholy led, 

Came theſe Reflections in my Head? 

I fear, whilſt Ro{nant was feeding, 

I have betray'd my want of Breeding. 50 
Should I ſpeak ill of Dignities, 

Which Way ſhall I their Wrath appeaſe ? 
Not know which Way, you ſtupid Log! 
The Method's eaſy—give them Prog. 


Now for it, then I'm told you wrote 
To my Good General—a Note, 
And more to aggravate your Crime, 
That ſelf ſame Note was writ in Rhyme, 


Inviting our late Company 


To dine with you, inftead of me. 60 
Now he (no Poet) calls for Aid 
On his poor Major of Brigade, | 


The Fack of almoſt every Trade! 
But, 
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But, when I know his Wiſh, it borders 

A good deal, on his daily Orders, 

And, though not us'd to at Draucanſir, 

I muſt ſtep out to give you Anſwer : 

Yet, not without much fear, and quaking, 
Do I behold my Undertaking. 


Many, no doubt, will ſay, I'm crazy, 
But, this I know, I'm far more lazy: 70 
If, in ſome Trifles I'm expert, 

The Gen ral knows I'm not alert: 

In my long Face he reads moſt clearly, 

*© Choak you— for getting up ſo early. 
What elſe then, but reſpect, and Love, 
Can make me now take up the Glove? 
Vain hope ! with you my Strength to try! 
Proftrate before you I ſhall lye, 

And muſt experience in the Sequel, 


How much the Combat was unequal. 80 


Firſt, Sir ! it's proper to explain, 
(For fear of ſuch Miſtakes again) 
That whatſoe er is your Intent, 
Voufirſt ſhould aſk for my Conſent : 
For, 
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For, as to me the Wager's due, 

'The right does not belong to you, 

But in your humble Servant reſts, 

To fix the Place, and name the Guefts. 
Vou'll ſay, it's hard, that you ſhould not, 
As you alone muſt pay the Shot ; 

But, Cuſtom has this all decided, 

And we—by Cuſtom muſt be guided. 
Nor will J (faith I can't) diſown, 
For their Sakes, ſurely, not my own | 
I think it's right that you ſhould know 


How much, to them, and me, you owe. 


For, certain, as we all are Sinners, 


We yet ſhall make moſt wretched Dinners, 


And ſhall not reckon it a Treat, 


90 


If we have nought—but common Meat: 100 


But, if my Friend will not neglect 
To get what they, and I, expect; 
Some Animals, both wild, and tame, 
With other Trifles I ſhall name, 
And, therein turn out no Defaulter; 


I may conſent, that he ſhall alter | 
C 


Our 
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Our Rendezvous, and willing am 


To change the Lyon—to the Lamb. 


J 
e 


Some, as preſumption, it may ſtrike, 

That I ſhould judge what others like; 110 
But, ſhould my Lines, or Diſhes grieve em; 
Juſt as they find them, they may leave em. 
For, thoſe, who in the Art of feeding 

Love Novelties —as eke—in Reading, 

Will find, that in both Trades, there's few 

Can hit upon a thing quite new. 

How difficult would be the Taſk 
To know what Things we ought to aſk ; 


Had not our Helper from on High 
Taught us the Way we ſhould apply ; 120 
And when we fervently addreſs ; 
To Piety, inſur d Succeſs ! 
Then, let it be our preſent Care, 
Firſt, to put up this earneft Pray r. 
*« Thou, Mighty Lord! whoſe Providence 
«« Doth with a bounteous Hand diſpenſe 
It's various bleflings ; on us ſhower 


Such Gifts, that we may know thy Power !” 
How 


EX 
How oft, thy Loving Kindneſs grants 

More than Man prays for, thinks or wants l 130 
Whilſt he ſurveys the rolling Tide, 

With only ſelf-ſufficient Pride ! 


On none of us, ſo much beftow, 


That we, too thoughtleſs whence they flow, 
Should of good things become ſo greedy, 
As, to negle& the poor, and needy ; 

But may, by proper Uſe, and faſting, 


Riſe to Enjoyments everlaſting : 


Nor finally, O God, may loſe, 

What now thy Wiſdom may refuſe ! 140 
Too true prevailing Faſhion pays 

Little regard to what He ſays; 

But, I was taught, in Days of yore, 

Some Habits, I can't quite give o'er : 

Nor does it put me in a Paſſion, 

To hear, I'm not a Man of Faſhion, 

When Things moſt faſhionable nam'd, 

Are—what ſhould make Men, moft aſham'd. 


So, He, once taught me to believe, 


Whoſe Maxims could not well deceive : 150 
Indeed, 


1 

Indeed, I think, Perfection ſhot her 
«© Beſt Arrow, when She ſent forth Trotter.” * 
This Earth, I'm ſure, has ne'er afforded 
A juſter Man,—to be recorded. 
For, when, with ſo much Godly Care, 
Did Shepherd his lov'd Flock prepare ? 
Or take ſuch Pains, to ſhow the Way, 
That from Heav'n's Paths, they might not ſtray? 
With his own well- directed Feet 
Marking the Road, where they thould meet 
In Realms of Peace, with Paſtures ſweet! 1604 

* The Reverend HENRY TrzoTTER, Rector of Gravely in Cambridge. 
ſhire ; but originally from Skelton Caſtle in the County of York ; which 


Eſtate is now in poſſeſſion of his Nephew Jon HAT, Eſq; the Friend, 
and Companion of STE&NR, and the Author of Crazy Tales, &c, &c, 


He was Godfather, and Guardian to the Author of theſe Lines, who can 


never think of him, but with Tears of Gratitude and Reverence, Mr, Un- x 


wiN, who officiated at his Funeral, was ſo much affected by the Sorrows of 
all thoſe who were preſent at his Burial, that he was for a long time unable 


to proceed, 


Mr. TROTTER left an eſtate of near fifty Pounds per Annum, at Gravely, 


in order to increaſe the Value of the Living, ſo that it might always have a 
reſident Clergyman; and his laſt Requeſt, (upon a ſmall piece of Paper) was, 
that an Old Servant of his, might continue in the Farm, on the ſame 
Terms which he then held it, during the term of his Life. He had not 
been long dead, before the Servant was turned out, and the Farm let to ano- 
ther Perſon, by the Conſent or Connivance of Jeſus College in Cambridge, 
to which the Living belongs, and to which Body, Mr. TrxoTTER had made 


his laſt Requeſt, On! TRUE aztictous Society or JESUS ! | 
Can't 
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Can'ſ thou draw nigh, thou high ſwoln Wretch ! 
As to ſurvey this humble Sketch ? 

Come, haughty Prelate ! thou ſhalt fee 
Something like what you ought to be 

Books in all Languages explor'd, 

With Science fair his Mind was ſtor d: 

His plain, and unaffeQed Speech 

The Clown's Capacity could reach. 

By thoſe, to vicious Lives not wedded, 

His Silence, more than Speech, was dreaded; 170 
But, his Humanity ſoon pardon'd 

Thoſe, who were not quite mean, or hard'ned ; 
And, Men ſo baſe, and callous grown, 

Were ſeldom heard of—or unknown. 

So great was his Benignity, 
His Manners mild, his Aſpect free, 
That, every Sunday, Crowds came prefling 

To ſee him paſs, and catch his Bleſſing. 

For him none grudg'd to whet their Scythes ; 
Unknown were Quarrels about Tythes : 180 
The cheerful Farmers round would flock, 

To make the Tenth the bigger Shock ; 

For, He, the Tythes of all their Grain 

Paid back, with Intereſt again. 


D It 


1 
In Phyſick's deepeſt Knowledge ſkill'd, 
With choiceſt Drugs his Cheſts were fill 'd ; 
Whence all the Sick, or Lame, were ſure 
To meet a fafe, or ſpeedy Cure : 
Whilſt of his Charity the Balm | 
Went far, their Sufferings to calm. 190 | 
He was (whatever their Condition) | 
Men's Counſellor, and kind Phyſician. . 
Thoſe, who our very Vitals pluck; 
Who ſtudy Human Blood to ſuck ; 
With thoſe deceitful, draining Leeches, 
Who deal Deſtruction by falſe Speeches, 
Could not, with all their Arts, contrive 
Within his Neighbourhood to thrive : 
Even that ſurly Spider 7. . . 6, * 
Would not have dar'd to ſpin his Webb, 200 
If too, there hap ned to be mention 
Of a vile Stirrer of Contention, | 
Who in that Village ſhow d his face; 
Soon he abſconded with Diigrace : 
For, in his Study, each nice Clauſe | | 
Detining Property, and Laws, 


* It is not here meant to depreciate his Abilities, as a Phyſician : but, it 
were well, if he could be made ſenſible of the extreme rudeneſs, and incivi- 
lity, of his Behaviour in geneial. 


Was | 
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Was by his Judgment ſo digeſted, 

That he advis'd, and none conteſted. 

In feweſt Words, lo! Truth is come, 

His honour'd Character to ſum |! 210 
« He was to all a Friend ; or rather, 

Of all he found diftrefs d, the Father. 

«© If Man could be the Imitation 

Of Him, who wrought out Man's Salvation; 
He, in his Temper, and Behaviour, 

Was the true Model of his Saviour. 


Through Grief, the Muſe is forc'd to wave 
The Scene which follow'd at his Grave, 
When, every Heart was known to bleed, 
And Unwin tried in vain to read: 220 
Ye Poets! tell Men, where the Brave lye, 
REL16G610N—is entomb'd at Gravely. 
SCarce was the Good Man laid aſleep, 


E'er Avarice was ſeen to creep 

Beneath his Doors ; of him bereft, 

All, ſeem'd in Deſolation left. 

Hearing his Knell, were ſeen to flee 

Welcome and Hoſpitality ! 

The honeſt, and induftrious Poor 

No longer ſhar'd the plenteous Store; 230 
But 


[#1 
But (of Society the Bane) 
Oppreſſion ſoon began to reign, 
Proving, that Love of Pelf, the God is 
Ador'd by ſome religious Bodies. 
The Flock, indeed, got a new Paſtor; 
But where's the kind, endearing Maſter ? 
That once ſo animated Groupe 
Has ever fince been ſeen to droop |! 
And, as to Morals the true fact is, 
In vain Men preach, unleſs they practiſe.” 240 


From Criticks, I expect a Baiting, 
For keeping Dinner ſo long waiting. 
By ſo much wand 'ring from the Point, 
My Work too, muſt ſeem out of Joint; 
Yet, though fierce Draco ſeiz d my Wriſt, 
That Impulſe I could not reſiſt. 
Now, Sir | thoſe Dogs have had their Bark; 
What I lay down—Obſerve, and Mark !” 


Soups, white or brown, are not expedient ; 
They want full many an Ingredient : 250 
And Suſſex Cooks, without a Jeſt, 

Can only roaſt, or boil, at beſt. 
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Therefore, though hard, we all muſt go 
Without one Stew or Haricot ; 


Or, what's ſtill better —Fricandeau ! 


Some, without doubt, will like the picking 


Of a nice, Surry Fowl, or Chicken; 
For, even in Allballout, Barking, 


Each Cobler's Wife—will have her Darking ! 


But, that you mayn't your Diſhes jam, 
On the ſide Table ſet your Ham : 
Which, reſt afſur'd, my Part I'll play on, 
If, from Weſipbalia, or from Bayonne. 


Whence is it, there is no enduring 
The Saltneſs of our Engliſh curing ? 
Out oi a Hundred, Ninety-nine 
Are, iþ/o facto, ſalt as Brine! 

Trae, they rub in, with lighter hand, 
In Yorkſhire and in Weſtmoreland ; 
But, French, and Germans too, they ſay, 
Uſe Sugar, and the Salt call'd Bay. 
Before they're up the Chimney pok'd, 
With Juniper they ſhould be ſmok'd, 


And be, before they're boil'd, well ſoak'd. 


E 


260 
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Tell Hannab,* if it won't offend her, 

The Pot ſhould ſimmer, to make tender; 

For, ſhould it once with fury bubble, 

The Ham is ſpoil'd, and loſt her Trouble. 
With Pleaſure I could ftick my Fork 

Into a well-corn'd Leg of Pork, 

(To prove I don't for Trifles ftand, 


I ſhan't complain, if it's a Hand) 280 
If fed, where Dick his Point can carry, 
And can prevail on charming Mary 


To give the beft of all—her Dairy; 

Whilſt ſhe admoniſhes him oft, 

To mind the Fleſh don't get too ſoft ; 

Or rather keeps him on his Guard, 

To give it Corn, to make it hard ; 

For what can have a Look more ſhabby 

Than Fleſh, or Fiſh, when ſoft and flabby ? 
The Notice too, is not ſo ſudden, 
But you may get a good Peaſe-Pudding. 290 
Which to improve, it will be curs'd hard, 

If you don't get the beſt of Muſtard : 

Your Zeal to pleaſe us, will, I truft, 

Send into Burgundy for Muſt. 


The Maron's Companion, 
Mind 


* » ONSET. GUS. 
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Mind this; my Negative I put on 
That vulgar Diſh, a Loin of Mutton ; 
And, though ſome roaſt with it, it's fellow; 
To me, they ſavour ſtrong of Tallow. 
Theſe are, if rightly I divine, 
By Butchers fell, 'y clep'd a Chine : 300 
Or, be they what ſome Saddle name; 


Surely, the Tafte is much the ſame : 
And, though the Two are ſent as One, 
What Man is Fool enough to own 

He thinks it ever could be meant, 

The Flavour ſhould be different ? 

In Aliments I'm not ſo knowing, 

As to decide, whether it's owing 


To what's been eat—or what was drank ; 
But, Kidney's make all Loins taſte rank ; | 
Except thoſe Loins which ſhall be . . . 


You'll not conclude from hence, I beg, 
That I diſlike the Neck, or Leg, 
But, let your Butcher feel your Rage, 
If they're not of a proper Age : 
Mutton's the worſt of Meat, kill'd young, 


And always ſhould ſome Time be hung : 
| You 
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You ſhall feel mine, if yours is tough, 
For want of hanging long enough. 
Hard! if the Mouth of Man muſt water 
Only, at what's obtain'd by Slaughter, 320 
And Innocence cannot embeliſh 
Some Things, for Epicures to reliſh ! 
Alas! Humanity it ſhocks, 
Only to hear thoſe cruel knocks, 
Obdurate Villains, without feeling, 
With helliſh Wantonneſs keep dealing 
On the poor, panting, wearied Sheep | 
And every Witneſs Eye muſt weep ; 
Though, oft, our Eyes we're forc'd to ſhut, 
Left we behold each mangling Cut 330 
On Limbs of many a generous Beaſt, 
Whereon, Men truly Monſters, feaſt! 
Talk not of Indians, who ravage; 
Or Nations barbarous, and ſavage: 
Numidia's Wilds— Ferne's Bogs, 
Produce no ſuch Blood-thirſty Dogs, 
So murd rous, and deaf to Pity, 
As are ſeen hourly in the City; 
Who, long before they kill outright, 
Beat out of Motion, and of Sight 340 
| The 
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The Gracious Author of our being, 
To ſaſtisfy Man's Wants, agreeing; 
May have permitted him to kill, 
But never, wantonly to ſpill 
The Blood of Animals, who ſhare 
His kind Protection, and his Care 

Juſtice muſt ſleep or would prevent 
Such Crimes, by equal Puniſhment ! 
On thoſe of Cruelties convicted, 
Let the ſame Torments be inflicted, 350 
And we ſhall find, Retaliation 
Will ftop their favourite Recreation. 
I wiſh like Old Pyibagoras, 
That we could live on Fruits, and Graſs : 
And, what we vulgarly call“ Sparrow, 
Is full as rich, and ſoft as Marrow. 

Send out your Man, the Gardens round, 
That Vegetables may abound ; 
Young Cauliflowers, and Kidney Beans, 
With all the choiceſt Sprouts, and Greens; 360 
And, if this Country will not ſate us; 


Send, ev'n to—Dublin—for Potatoes. 
F Should 
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Should any long for Sparagus; 
(And it's a Chance, but what—One does) 
They may lament, (with Truth, alas!) 
How ſuddenly the Seaſons paſs ! 
For, when of reaſonable price, 
And beſt they're over in a Trice. 
The ſame holds good with thoſe, who teize 
Themſelves, and ſet their Hearts on Peaſe : 370 
(Though, to my Taſte, unleſs quite young, 
They have no Praiſes to be ſung :) 
But then, let them, on no pretence, 
Cenſure the Ways of Providence ; 
For, in all Seaſons they muſt ſee 
Wiſdom, amidſt Variety: 
Nor, for one Moment can they doubt 
It's tender Care for us, throughout ; 
Art too, or Induſtry, now rear 
One or the other, all the Year : 380 
At the Mayor's Table, we are ſure 
Of all—that Riches can procure ; 
Were there no other good Intent, 


'Than to give them Encouragement. 


. 
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By that Excurſion, my Track 
I loft, and ſought hard to get back: 
Oft I roar'd out, Oh Muſe! whence is it 
That Thou—this—Skull, will not re-viſit ? 
Nothing could make the Jade attend, 


To Supplications without End ! 390 
At laſt, thought I, we may as well | 
Adjourn the whole to Wood's Hotel: 2 
We know good Eating by the Smell. J 


But, though in vain ſo long I fretted, 
And, with ſo much Profuſion ſweated ; 
I, for no other Purpoſe toil'd ; 

Except to get your Mutton boil d ; 

And have your Turnips (maſh'd in Milk) 
Serv d up, as mild, and ſoft, as Silk. 


Some Men may think, they're out of luck, 
Unleſs they're treated—with a Duck ; 400 
Yet, ere I eat, make it quite clear 
That it has been no Scavenger; 

Nor, like Dame 2 fey , in the Streets, 
Who gobbles ev'ry Thing ſhe meets: 


For, 


E 
For, they can tell, who're vers'd in Fluxions, 
The ſad Effects of impure Suctions 
Nor do I think the filly Gooſe 
Can be ſo good, for running looſe ; 
Though ſome will tell you they're worth double, 
When they get fat—upon the Stubble. 410 
They ſay, you've Wild-Ducks here, and Widgeons; 
(It's mighty odd, there are no Pidgeons) * 
I own I'm very fond of Teale; 
Nay ; give us any thing but Veal ; 
For, much I wonder, why the Deuce, you 
Have none that's either fat, or juicy ; 
But looks as coarſe, and black indeed, 
As any—ſlunk—beyond—the Tw. . 4! 
What a Tranſition to a Calf! 
Cries Hirco,—with deſigning Laugh ! 420 
The Fool perceives not, that long ago 
"Twas ſettled, that in this Farrago, 

. . .  —Quzdrupeds, and Birds of Feather 

Were to be jumbled all—together, 


There's nothing to my Tafte more pleaſant 
Than a long kept, or Haùt Govt Pheaſant ; 


There are very ſeldom any ſeen about that Country. 


Nor 
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Nor can help thinking He's an Owl 

Who likens it to Barn-Door Fowl : 

And, as of Rye, you are the Mayr; 

You cannot be without a Hare ; 430 
One, ſo deſervedly reſpected, 

Can never be ſo much neglected ; 

Still, I ſhall think, they, uſe you harder, 

If you've no Partridge in your Larder ! 

But, how can we ſuppoſe it ſo, 

Dictator ! in perpetuo. 


Let not one ſingle Cutter ſail 
Unleſs you're well ſupplied with Quail ; 
Over the Water, they are brought 
Quite cheap, and ſcarcely fetch a-Groat : 


Some, for that reaſon, you may ſee 
Deſpiſe them ; 'tis not ſo, with me. 


In Peace, full half the Smuggler's Work, is 
To furniſh Rye with Gallick Turkeys ; 
In War, poor Souls! there's no ſuch Thing; 
Intelligence—is all they bring : | 


Our Miniſters are grown ſo wary ; 
They furniſh them with none to carry : 
G Yet, 
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Yet, if you keep a ſharp look out, 
I think you'll meet a Turkey Poult. 450 
Then, there's what may be had for Money, 
And, eke, is no bad thing—a Coney | 
But, look all round—the Kingdom thorough, 
Who'll ſay, that he can buy a Borough ?. 
The Man who offers for a Cingue Port, 
Has nought to do, but eat and drink fort : 
What elſe, made On,. w fix his Eye 
On ſuch a plenteous Place as Rye? 


To you, ſo loyal, firm, and ſtaunch, 
Can North refuſe the well-fed Haunch ? 460 
I'll pledge my Life, before he'd loſe you, 
He'd knock down every Head—at Buſhey. 


When wanton Bucks begin to rut, 

They loſe the Sweetneſs of their Flavour; 
But Norib is too much us d to cut, 

Not to be furniſh'd with ſome Haver. 


Thoſe who are here, in Froſt, and Snow, 

With you will ſhare the fatted Doe: 

The CHANCELLOR of the Exchequer, 

Takes Care to be your Table-Decker; 470 
He 
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He muſt ſupply the Tally-Cutter, 
Though it ſhould be as fat—as Butter 
Oh Lamb! he cries, how hard our Fate 
Thoſe Yankies thus would make us wait 
For Sprig of Olive, or of Myrtle, 
Before we can indulge in Turtle! 
And thou! fell Scotiiſb Advocate 
2 Why, didſt thou hang out ſuch a Bait ? 
| Little did I expect from thence 
Such falling of—from Providence ;* 480 
[ Inftead of cramming down Taxation, 
| Lo! we, are puniſh'd with Starvation ! 
With You, and the renown'd Germaine, 
I thought, I could the Ocean drain : 
Ah me! 'twas all a Dream—a Viſion ! 
Nothing is left me—but Contrition ! 
| If Fox and Burke would coaleſce, 
1 We might indeed ſtill form a Meſs: 
But, nought can ſave me from Perdition, 
Except it be a Coalition ! 490 
Methinks, I hear his Friend, the Mary's, 
Adviſe him, never to deſpair. 
Art may find out ſome leading Strings, 
And Time may bring about ſtrange Things! 
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* The ifland where Turtles abound. 
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Oft, in the Marſh, I ſurely fee 

Hopping about, the Ruff and Ree | 

Where Nature points out plain enough, 

That every Res—ſhould have a Ruff. 

Obſerve them only, at their Meſs : 

How wonderful their Cleanlineſs! 500 


| Whilſt, Men in general, are ſeen 


Of Animals the moſt unclean. 

With ſome of them make up a-Cover, 

Or with ſome Grey, or Golden Plover : 
Beſides, you have the Stone Curlieu, 
Delicious Bird ! yet known to few. 

Few can preſerve their Lips quite dry, 
When they behold a Woodcock's Thigh ; 
And I, my own am forc'd to wipe, 

As I anticipate a Snipe. 
They're to be had ; and what is ſweeter 
Amongſt the feather'd Kind, than Wheat Ear? 
If the ſhort Space for them allotted, 

Be paſt, and gone ; procure ſome potted. 
Forgive me, 1f I moralize : 
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Both of us know, how quick Time flies ; 


And, for the moſt Part, Meditations 


Are little better than Vexations : | 
Then, 
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Then, fince our Lives are only Spans, 
Get us a Plate of Ortolans ; 
It being quite uncertain, when 
We ſhall regale ſo well agen.“ 

Such Dainties, you will ſay, I'd ſeek 
For thoſe, who are relax d, and weak; 
But, they would ſcarcely be a Bite 
To him, —who has an Appetite. 


Thank you, Good Sir ! your Hint is good : 


We'll ſeek for more ſubſtantial Food ; 
Or, ſuch as you'll allow, diſpenſes 

A pleaſant Guſt o'er all the Senſes. 
Should this be no more than Ideal, 
Tell me, what Pleaſures can be real ? 
Of Lamb, who could refuſe a Piece, 
If, it were tender,—as your Niece ? F 


But of this charming, pretty Creature, 
So delicately fram'd by Nature, 

It's hard to ſay, which Part is beft, 
When well ſerv'd up, and nicely dreſs'd ! 
The Lilly, mix'd with Roſe, beſpeaks 
Delightful Feaſting, on the Cheeks ! 


* I have ſeen it ſo ſpell'd in Antient Authors. 
+ Miſs Suxey LamB—a very beautiful young Lady, of Rye. 
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520 


530 


540 


On 
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On ſuch enticing Parts, the longer 
We feaſt, our Appetites grow ſtronger | 
Who would not wiſh to taſte that Tongue, 
Round which, are Pearls and Rubies hung? 
Sure ! more ſo, when the Cook takes pains, 
And garniſhes the Diſh, with Brains ! 

I ſhall ſay nothing of thoſe Eyes, 
(Convinc'd, in them what Danger lies l) 
Except, that their enchanting Hue 
Shows whence there Azure T int they drew. 550 
What Epicure! but would be bleſs'd, 
To have the ſucking of that Breaſt ! 
In Luxuries, how he muſt wallow ! 
Who has the Fortune—there to ſwallow | 
Angels, would quit the Starry Throne, 
And ſkim down—to ungird her Zone; 
Nor could we Mortals blame their Haſte, 
Knew we what Sweets, they came to taſte | 

But, if to chuſe I had my Will, 
Where, think you, I ſhould take my Fill? 560 
' You think you've gueſs'd it now! no, fegs ; 
I am for putting by the Legs. 
Do you aſk, why ? the Reaſon's plain: 
Then, we may cut, and come again. 
He muſt indeed be very nice, 
Who would not be for t other Slice: Again, 
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Again, aye! and again repeat, 
E'er he'd be cloy'd, of what's ſo ſweet ! 
Oh fie! Old Wag! you're full of Knavery | 
Don't think I mean—of what's ſo Savoury ! 370 
Often, on 'Tables of the Great, 
I've ſeen Lamb's Sweetbreads on a Plate ; 
And (no Reflections would I caſt) 
They made chief Part of the Repaſt. 
Now, ſhould that Word make Bluſhes ſeize you; 
Will Purtenances better pleaſe you? 
But, leſt that ſhould make Miſs, look ſhy : 
In fimple Terms,—we'll call it—Fry. 
You've no Occaſion to be told, 
Such Meat as that, ſhould not be cold ; 580 
Nor, think me guilty of High Treaſon, 
Saying It's ſeldom out of Seaſon. 
Againft moſt living Things, Men plot, 
Whether they're ſeas nable, or not; 
And, I could wiſh to hide that Slur 
Upon our Nation's Character, 
Whoſe Charity, her Foes “ confounds, 
And, whoſe Subſcriptions know no Bounds ! 


* The Marſhall Duke de Richliku, in one of his Letters, where he is 
ſpeaking of the Engliſh, has this remarkable Expreflion; ** Is it poflible, 
„ (ſays he) to be at War with ſuch a People!“ They are now raiſing Sub- 
ſcriptions without end, to clothe and comfort our Countrymen, who are 
Priſoners with them 


But, 
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But Numbers, truly, ſeem to grieve, 
If any thing be left to live, 5 90 
And ſcarcely paſs one ſingle Day, 
Except in ſearching where to ſlay. 
Ev'n unfledg'd Birds, there's ſcarce a Boy 
But what's encourag d to deſtroy ; 
Nor, can their itching fingers reſt, 
Till they have pluck'd down every Neft, 
Their Maker, with Compaſſion fill 'd, 
Has taught them with ſuch Art to build ! 
Whilſt their bold Fathers eager run, 
To fetch Tom-Tits down—with a Gun! 600 
Or, till they're frozen, will keep bobbing, 
Behind a Hedge,—to kill poor Robin / 
Slaſh, noble Satire! make them ſmart, 
Who thus degrade the Sportſman's Art ; 
And make the gutling Sp. . * bluſh, 
When ſinging, who could ſhoot a Thruſh J | 
Le gentle Pow'rs! whoſe anxious Care 
' Is, to protect the Virgin Fair ; 
' To guard their ripening Charms from Shame, 
And dignify the Matron's Name 610 


* A Perſon who was formerly an Officer in the Army; and, who after 
ſome heſitation, was cruel enough to kill a TyRUsH, as he was ſinging upon 


a Hedge; ſaying, ** it would be rare cating !” 
| Grant, 
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Grant, that the—well-appointed Youth 
p (Guided by ſacred Love, and Truth) 
| By tleaven's auſpicious Stars decreed 


the. Fin ie. m ena Oe... 
my z=w wo we 


Jake yon tender Lambkin bleed, 
May -:autious uſe th' uplifted Knife, 
Nos, too impetuous, take her Life! 
But, as the trembling Victim lyes, 


May none, but gentle Murmurs, riſe ; 
Whilft, ſhe, in ſofteſt Extaſies 
a willing Sacrifice ! 620 


Expires 


Nor ſhall He long—exulting reign : 


He too ſhall fall—to riſe again. 

Beef we muſt have ; but I dare ſay, 
Though it's a Rump you're bound to pay, 
There will be no Objection found, 

Inſtead of Rump, if we've a Round : 

I think the Joint more tempting, and which, 
Of the whole Ox, is beſt for Sandwich. 

For, as on him I won this Bett. 

His Lordſhip I ſhall not forget ; 630 
And, ſince to him we owe this Feaſt, | 

We ſhould inſert his Name, at leaſt ; 

Nor, like James Lamb,* extend our Hate 


Againſt all Miniſters—— of State. 


*The Marox's Brother. 
I We 
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We once have touch'd on Panegyrick ; 
Why not again attempt Strains Lyrick ? 
As Fancy leads, the Muſe too ſports 
In Lines of various Feet, and Sorts ; 
Long, ſhort, irregular, Jambick ; 
With, now and then, a Dithyrambick. 640 
Had we the Talents of a Garrick, 
We might arrive at the Pindarick ; 
And, with juſt Pride, would ſwell our Lays 
Equal to Maſon's or to Gray's. 
I have no other frail Excuſe, 
Than that inextricable Nooſe, 
Where, taken in, it is in vain 
That I endeavour to abftain. 
It is, at firft, we ſhould withſtand, 
If we our Paſſions would command. 650 
Ulyſes, had he dar'd to ſip ſo 
Of what was held out, by Calypſo; 
Or nad Calipſo made Ulyſſes 
Taſte but of one, of her—ſweet Kiſſes; 
Like me, the poor, unlucky Dog, 
Had ſuck for ever, — il. a Hog. 
By this ualook'd for, curſed lake: in, 
Poor Sandiuich.— cannot fave his Bacon! 


That 


+ 
That he has Faults, is paſt a Doubt: 
Show me the Man, that is without : 660 
I know no Man, without a few : 
Moft worthy Sir! pray, how ftand you? 
With rhyming, onward as I run, 
I'm told, ſome Specks are in the Sun : 
Would we ſeek him then, who has none ? 
It muſt be Him, who made that Sun |! 
And, he, who to this Truth is blind, 
Is, without, either Eyes, or Mind. 
Some, from mere Hearſay, will defame 
And rail againſt his Lordſhip's Name, 670 
Or in moſt horrid Colours paint, 
Becauſe, forſooth, —he's not a Saint! 
If Love of + + + F inſures Heaven's Curſe, 
What will become of both of us? 
France's beſt Henry, and our Edwards, 
Were prone to Peticoats—and Bed wards ; 
And that fame G. n. . t. n Tool 
At times, makes ev'ry Man a Fool! 
Who, can ſo circumſpectly tread, 
As not by—that, to be milled ? 680 
Except it be that flaming Whiſp, 
Whoſe Care —is—how to paint—and liſp. 


Tho' 
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Tho' Sandwich doats on female Charms, 
Oft has he left R *7 s longing Arms 
At Midnight Hours, to London ſpun, 
Fled Muſick, Jollity, and Fun ; 
Relinquiſh'd all his Country Sport, 
Eagerly hurried up to Court, 
His pow rful Intereſt to lend, 
And ſave (when in Diſtreſs) a Friend. 690 
Should not you like ſuch Patron, better 
Than one, whopnly writes a Letter? 
Which is moſt likely to ſucceed, 
Or, proves that He's a Friend indeed? 
Nor, to my Knowledge, have I heard, 
That he is apt to break his Word, 
Or, if he promiſes Aſſiſtance, 
His Tongue, and Meaning, keeps at diftance. 
Unlike—ſome Reptiles of the State, 
Who, if you at their Levee wait, 700 
Wiſhing to ſtate your hard Condition, 
Or, for Redreſs preſent Petition ; 
With Smile, and Shrug, you're thus receiv'd, 
And thus, are they—to be believ'd. 
This is no fancied, ſtudied Stricture; 
But is a common Sign-Poſt Picture : 
Though at firſt Sight—you ſhould not hit it, 
There are too many, that will fit it! « Cir! 
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Sir! I ſhall recommend your Pray'r, 

« Your juſt Requeft—ſhall be my Care. 

„ To-Morrow, I ſhall go to Court, 710 
«© Where, it ſhall meet my beft Support. 

The Rank you claim, I think is Brevet; 

* Oh Sir! no doubt on't you muſt have it! 
His MaJjEsTY is, ſtrictly juſt, 

„And will not paſs you by, I truft !” 

You take your Leave, with Thanks, and they 
Mean not one Syllable, they ſay. 


Perhaps, as I'm of the ſame County, 
You'll ſay, I'm tickled with his Bounty; 720 
And this my weak Attempt aſcribe 
To ſomething—not unlike a Bribe. 


It's true, at Hinchbinbroote, I've been 
Partaker of the jovial Scene : 
Heard ſprightly Wit, and Mirth, abound, 
Whilſt merry Songs, and Toaſts went round. 
My Lord would ſing the © Barley Mom; 
Some would get drunk as David's Sow. 
The Houſe, quite open as an Inn, 
Contin'd none—to a Nippikin : 730 
Ad libitum, each took his Potion, 
And thoſe who wiſh it—drank an Ocean: 
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But he, to ſhow himſelf more jolly, 

Sought not the Aid of Vice, or Folly. 

I heard no Oaths, nor Words profane, 

Nor what could give ev'n Darimouth, Pain; 
That could offend the chaſteſt Ear, 

Or. . .'s ſelf would bluth to hear. 

No Slander from his Lips e er fell ; 

His Tongue was filent, or ſpoke well : 
Which Truth, there's few but will atteſt, 
Thoſe will, I'm ſure, who knew him beſt. 


Here, I muſt beg to make this Note ; 
That, not becauſe I have a Vote, 
Was I admitted a Beholder : 
And, to my Friends, I would unfold here, 
That they ſhall never find me ſwerve : 
From him, who wiſhes but to ſerve ; 
And, though it looks like talking big, 
I glory in the Name of bg ; 
For, 'tis from that Denomination, 
That England looks for her Salvation. 


Yet, not amongſt the vulgar mix'd 
Was I, to Mancbeſter though fix'd : 
Lucky for me might be the Hour, 

If he were taken into Power ; 


740 


750 


For 
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For him of Praiſes I've a Store ; 
He, of good Qualities has more. 
In Politicks, Men may oppoſe, 
But not in private Life be Foes; 760 
And Sandwich was the firſt to ſay, 

Vote—as your Obligations lay. 

Ceaſe, then, Revilers! let not Parts 

Create ſuch Rancour in your Hearts ! 
Parts ſaid I? but, is that the Caſe ? 
Do they not envy him his Place? 
I think that's much more likely; ſtill it's 
Hard to ſay, who's more fit to fill it : 
And, that ſuch Talents, cloſely bent, 
Should ftir up ſo much Diſcontent, 770 
Seems ſtrange ; but we'll undraw the Veil, 
And ſpeak out—why aur Meaſures fail. 

Her Sword Britannia never draws 


In earneft, for a Tory Cauſe. 

State Bunglers will torment, and grieve her, 

So, as to throw her in a Fever; | 

Nor leſs than Phrenzy it denotes, 

Now, driv'n to cut her Childrens Throats ! 

But, had the Cauſe, at firſt, been right ; 

They—long ago, had felt her might : 780 
And, 
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And, her juft Vengeance had been hurl'd 

O'er half the European World! 

Look at thoſe Drugs ! you'll ſay, that thence is 
She ſo depriv'd of all her Senſes ; 

And, till ſhe gives ſuch Noſtrums over; 

Who can expect her to recover ? 


Too long we've heard the Publick Cry, 
That“ we ſome abler Heads ſhould try!“ 
Methinks, I hear a Voice cry ſtronger, 

* Zounds, Sir! we'll bear with theſe no longer! 7 90 
In God's Name, then, let them reſign ; 

To ſhow—the People's Right Divine : 

Who, though by ſome ſlight Breezes ſhaken, 
Are very ſeldom long miſtaken. 

Then, let us join the general Peal, 


Which calls aloud Our Country's Weal! 
Had we a Miniſter like Chatham ; 


Then would our Foes ſoon ſee us—at em: 


Sed, quoniam Nobiſcum non eſt, 


We muſt look out, for One as honeſt. 800 
Now, he to ſuch a Summit reach d; 
His Honour never was unpeach d, 


And, of that Precipice on Summit ; 
Few Miniſters dare ſtand the Plummit ! 


Why 
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Why ſhould the Name of Politicks 
Such an accurſed Stigma fix 


On Men, that fair Integrity 
Cunning and Fraud ſhould not * ? 


Oh Rockingham ! do thou ſtep forth : 
Theſe Times require thy matchleſs Worth! 810 
With thee too join the Nation's Wiſh, | 
The noble, upright Cavendiſb ! | 
And, that we may eſcape the Rocks, 
Call in the ſkilful Pilot Fox : 5 
Whilſt Love of Liberty in Camden, 
Shall make him blaze another Hampden ö 
And Conway having ſeen his Error, | 
Adviſer bold, ſhall ſtrike with Terror: 
For, the Advice found beſt, when tried, 
Is theirs—who quickly can decide. 820 
So, ſhall our Triumph be compleat: 
Talents and Honeſty, ſhall greet 
Each other, and our Country's Good 
Be with unwearied Zeal purſued. 
Juſtice, Oeconomy, and Skill, 
Shall every high Department fill ; 
And Richmond in the Ordinance, 
His own, and Country's Fame advance! 


L 


Keppel, 
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Keppel, ſhall at the Board preſide ; 


Howe, with triumphant Navy ride 


Theſe at the Helm, none ſhall be ſlack 
To lead, or ſecond the Attack : 


No dead, ſuſpicious Calms prevail ; 
But Reſolution ſwell each Sail. 


Warmly devout ! your Voices raiſe, 
To Heaven, to lengthen out his Days! 


Oh! ſhould He, be untimely ſnatch d, 
Who with ſuch anxious Care has watch d! 
If, labouring for his Country's Sake, 


His honeſt, too great Heart, ſnould break; 


What Pencil could deſcribe the View 
Of diſmal Scenes which muft enſue ? 
By that afflicting, fatal Stroke, 

Our Bands of Union would be broke ! 
His able, faithful, juſt Colleagues, 
Become the Dupes of foul Intrigues ; 
Or, after all their glorious Struggle, 
Be ſacrific d to a State Jugple ! 

Yes! it may cauſe ſome curſed Schiſm 
Amongſt the Sons of Patriotiſm, 

Some may be tempted to profane 
That ſacred Name, with Luſt of Gain, 
And prove poor—p.Itt y —Inanition |! 
By an untecmiy — Coulilion J 
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My Bofom ſhivers at the Thought, 
Which Foreſight to my View has brought. 
I ſee, the agonizing Pain 
„That all his Cares will be in vain,” 
His rectifying Spirits damp ; 
And Fate puts out his Vital Lamp! 860 
I hear the People's diſmal Moans, 
Our ſinking Country's dying Groans ! 
Often, by ſtrong Convulſions toſs'd, 
Till this dread Period, not quite loſt ! 
Oh ! thou of moſt unſullied Fame, 
Truly illuſtrious Rockingham ! 
By all thy Country's Friends rever'd, 
By every Foe to Freedom fear'd ; 
Aſcended to the bleſt Abodes 
Of Angels, Patriots, and of Gods ; 870 
When Thou, with conſcious Pride, ſhal't ſee | 


The Votaræs of Liberty 


Inſcribe their Hymns, and Songs to thee |! 

(In their Cold Urn thine Aſhes laid,) 

Let not thy Great, Departed Sade 
Contemn the Tribute I have paid! 

Though from one friendleſs, and forlorn, 

Let it not meet thine Eyes, with Scorn | 


How 
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How high, or low, frail Man's Deſcent ; 
He can, nor forward, nor prevent! 880 
Still, to that Family allied, 
On a lamented Mother's Side, 
< Truſt ſome Drops of Wentworth's Blood 
Have mingled from the diſtant Flood : 
Perſuaded, that if one remains 
Within to purify theſe Veins ; 
That ſingle Orbit—ſhould it roll, 
Would ſerve to animate my Soul; 
And my firſt With, would be to prove 
Such Honour by my Country's. Love! 890 
Then join with me, Ye Britiſb Tars ! 
Let us diſpel all Feuds and Jars ; 
Our Empire almoſt loſt, regain ; 
And, ſcourge the Fleets of France, and Spain! 
Though Britain's Sun, be ſet too ſoon, 
May Diſcord never hide the Moon: 
And, curſed be that Cloud, which bars 
The kind Effulgence of the Stars! 
Nor did that Prophet prove too daring, 
Who ſaid there was a Rod preparing; goo 
Foretold that they ſhould feel the Stroke: 
The Rod was only laid in ſoak | 
Better ſome Fancies it might tickle 
To ſay— that it was laid in Pickle. Oh 
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Oh God of Verſe ! I pray, inſpire 

Some Bard, with thine exalted Fire! 

To celebrate, not tamely fing, 

The vaulted Sky itſelf, ſhould ring, 

And, all th Angelick Hofts be found 

Eriraptur'd with the glorious Sound; 910 
Toining in Praiſes, with the Earth, | 

To Him, who gives ſuch Virtues Birth ; 


That future Ages thence may know 
The Goodneſs of that noble Foe, 
Who purchas'd Rodney's Liberty ; 
Pour'd out his Gold, to ſet him free! 

Thy Country, Biron ! may lament 
Her Fate, brought on by: that Event ; 
Yet, though ſhe ſhould the Iſſue rue; 
Not leſs the Godlike Deed in you ! 920 
Doubtleſs, an Action ſo ſublime, | 
Is far, above the Praiſe of Rhyme ; 
For, he, who could ſo nobly give, 
Long, as Immortal Verſe, ſhall live. 

France ! if ſuch Foes, thy Country ſends ; 


What Pity ! that we are not Friends! 
M But, 


> 3 


But, now I have ſo widely rangd, 
And totally my Subject chang d, 

In Paths moſt difficult by beating; 
Which, Way ſhall I get back to Eating ? 


« Exerciſe gets an Appetite :' 

Not that I think we need much more 
Than what I counted up before, 

Or that there are not many, that 
Have been already forc'd—to eat ; 
But, as ſome Stomachs are ſo craving, 
And you—ſo much averſe to ſaving ; 
To fit at Table I ſhould dread, 


If it were not completely ſpread. 


Of thoſe, and what elſe good you've got, 


Some place on Spit, and ſome in Pot ; 
Or (ſhould it pleaſe Good Miſtreſs Han) 
Some may go in the Frying-Pan ; 
But, firſt of all, let's have a Diſh 

Of freſh, and ſeaſonable Fiſh. 


There! Draco cries, we have him faft ; 


What ? leave Fiſh, almoſt to the laſt ! 
(Faith, I had nearly got abus d, too; 


Let's ſee! the Saying's true, though trite, 
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And aſk d—what Company I'm us'd to ;) 950 


But, 


, 
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But, Unwin, once taught me this Leſſon: 
« The Mind, when aught you would impreſs on, 
Or earneſtly would recommend; 
% Mark well about the latter End: 
And ftudy to avoid Confuſion, 
* Whene'er you come to a Concluſion. 
Criticks | I gave you that Remark, 
Left ye_ſhould blunder in the Dark : 
Time only can unfold this Riddle, 
Whether—it anſwers tow'rds the Middle, 960 
Cloſe to the Sea, full hard our Caſe, 
If we're fobb'd off with Dabs, or Plaice, 
And, full as much it will aftound us, 
To ſee ſuch paltry Stuff, as Flounders. 
Of Mackare/—I am a Lover: 
But, lack-a-Day ! the Seaſon's over. 
The Red would do; but the Grey Mullet 
Takes too much Time, to pick, and cull it. 
For, though to draw the Bones, be eaſy, 
The Fleſh is oft times, fat, and greaſy ; 970 
Reſembling—yellow Linſeed Oil, 


At which —moſt Appetites recoil. 
If that Compariſon ſhould fail ; 
We'll ſay—like Blubber of a Whale. 


How 
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How oft we hear the ſolemn Ruorum, 


Againit Indulgence loudly rail; 
Nor pity Fleſn— which is ſo frail! ,_ 
At Table—you'll obſerve, how few 


Are Proof againſt th" high ſeaſon d Stew; 


But, greedily will ſwallow. down _ 
Enough—to deluge a whole Town! 
Reflect, Ye wiſe; Men !—on the Bznch, 
That, oftentimes, an artleſs Wench 

Is ruin'd—by the Skin of Tench | 

To them, whaſe Stomachs are ſet ſharp, 
You muſt not think of giving Carp.— 
Criticks ! I'm fairly caught this time: 
Carp's only mention'd for the Rhyme : 


Nay, I've been long convinc'd moſt fully, 
That, they are-moſtly ſoft, and woolly 
Then,: as good Judges, you'll agree 

That we again go ſearch the Sea. 

For, bounteous Nature ſo contrives, 
That, ſor the Comfort of our lives, | 
Where ſhe one Luxury denies, 

Another, She in Store ſupplies : 

But, Man's inconſtant Heart, is ſet 

On what's moſt difficult to get ; 


When naughty Girls, are brought before 'em, 


990 
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And, though Earth, Sea, and Air, he fiſhes ; 
All cannot ſatisfy his Wiſhes : 1000 
Nay—he'll invent ſome Air Balloon, 

To—fetch the Markets—of the Moon! 


Were they to chufe, I make no doubt, 
One would be tickling you—for Trout: 
Another's Wiſh would be, to cram on 
(Till made quite ſick) freſh Severn Salmon. 
Many might wiſh you to go ſearch 
The Streams, for Gudgeons, or for Perch ; 
Or ſome ſuch monſtrous Doctrine broach, 
As, that there's —*©* Soundneſs in a Roach! 1010 
Some of the Party, too, may like 
The ſpitchcock'd Ee/, or roafted Pike ; 
And, with commanding Aſpect, tell you 
To have a—“ Pudding in the Belly: 


But, let them know, who are ſo fond 

Of F// from River, or from Pond, 

That, in more Central Parts, they're found 
In beſt Perfection to abound. | 


This will enable you to ſee 
How lucky 'tis—All's left to me ; 1020 
As, by Example, I ſhall teach 
To prize what's good, and in our reach. 
N I, for 


[46 J 
I, for my Part, am far from lighting 
The Flavour of a freſh-caught Whiting : 
Few Fißb, indeed, are ſound ſo ſweet ; | 
Yet, near the Sea, they ſhould be eat. | 


What from great Diſtances they bring 
To Town, are by no Means the Thing. 


I muſt confefs, I never felt 

That boaſted Flavour in a Smelt ; 1030 
Nor can conceive what they'd be at, 

Who ſo much compliment—a Hhrat. 

Some Qualities, too rank, and ftrong, 

To them, and Herrings both belong. f 
Who can account, why Men ſo late 

Found out the Excellence of Skate ? 

For, in ſome Counties, to this Day, 

They re on the Dunghill thrown away : 

Yet, fince the World's Foundations laid, F 
Never was Man, but lov d a Maid; | | 
And Skates (oh wond'rous, how we're ſleeping !) 

Are Maids—only with longer keeping. 

The Wretch who dares to flay, or Crimp, 

Deſerves more odious Name, than Pimp; 

For, (mark my Words!) that whiter Skin, 


Taſtes not unlike a Turbot's Fin. 
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My Old Friend... . . gives a Nod, 

And cries— I pray don't leave out Cod: 

And, I perceive him ſuck his Cheeks, 

Whilſt I extol it's Milk-white Fleaks. 1050 


The Monk, confin'd to—faſt in Cloiſters, 

May dread the potent Charms of Oyſters ; 

Not quite poſſeſs d of Self-Denial 

Enough to ſtand the burning Tryal ; 

For, there's a Magick in that Shell, 

To force the Door of any Cell : 

We need not ſuch "Temptations ſhun, 

Or fear to violate—a Nun. 

Perhaps, with ſo much Time before you, 

You may look out for ſome Jaun D'orees; 1060 

Though, for the largeſt, and the beſt, 

You muſt ſend far into the Weſt. 

Turbot's the beſt - but on the whole, 

I think we'll let you off — for Sole; 

As this is juſt the time, you know, 

When they are thick, and full of Roe. 

For them the beſt of Sauce, by Jove, is 

Good melted Butter, with Aucbovies; 

But you muſt get ſome Lobſter Sauce, 

Or—little Ed. ws will look croſs. 1070 
At 
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At times, I've ſeen that little Dab 

Appear as ſower as a Crab : 

Then ſhould he be in ſurly trim, 

We'll even make a Sauce of him. 

Some like to add Zoobditty Match, 

Quin's Sauce, Cavice, and Coratch : 

Others, whoſe Appetites are fickle, 

Help them on much—by Lemon-Pickle. 

Let Qyſters, if you've Cod, abound, 
And ſee—you help me to the Sound. 1080 
Guard your Cook well againft that Vice 

Of mixing in it—MWine or Spicees ; 

Which — for the pleaſing of my Palate, 

Are juſt as proper—for a Sallad. 

Needleſs this Caution all the while : | 


Hannah will ſee—the Wench don't ſpoil 
Aught that you roaſt, or that you boil ; 
And —ſhould She chuſe to ſhow her Skill 


In Paſtry—** let her have her Will.” 


Nor am I ſelfiſh here, for I 


Seldom touch any Tart or Pye 1090 
That's made with Fruit, for I incline 


To think—they hurt the Tafte of Wine. 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps, ſhe'll think t' indulge our Bellies, 

With Cuſtarde, Syllabubs, or Jellies : 

To me, ſuch Things are no great Matter ; 

Though, ſhe may recommend the latter : 

Nay, She may frown, and look quite gruff, 

If, you don't take—the ©* Quantum Suff!“ 
Now—when the Cloth is ta'en away, 

And Knives, and Plates, thrown in the Tray; 1100 

Though, oft times they torment the Guts; 

Moſt Folks, I think, are fond of Nuts; 

They ll reliſh well with your Conſtantia, 

Which I ſhall fip—cum reverentia: 

And, as I think them beft of all Nuts ; 

If we have any, let's have—Walnuts : 

Which to digeft, I beg we may 

Try the Effects of that Tokay, 

Your Repreſentative once ſent : 

That time he to Vienna went, | 1110 

And purchas'd from the Imperial Vault J 

When, if the Butler had been caught, 

Nor both as quick as Lightning ſped, 

Chance but they each had loſt a Head! 


O To 


E-Þ 3 


To pleaſe you, then, it's pretty clear, 

Your Members ſearch, both far, and near ; 

Nor want you now a jovial Cock, 

Who'll labour—to keep up, your Stock | 

No Danger neither, of his veering, 

Who ſhines ſo much in Charioteering | 1120 
Which ever ſide—ſhall rule the Roaſt, 

He'll never run—againſt a Poſt. 

Then, in his Sunſhine let us baſk, 

And boldly call for t'other Flaſk, 

For, to produce it, I can ſee 

No Danger here—where, all are free 

My Friend, no doubt, would feel quite hurt, 
Unaſk'd to ſet out his Deſſert: 

At leaſt, ſuch as his Garden bears; 

Choice Apples, Nect'rines, Peaches, Pears; 1130 
Currants, and Gooſeberry's; nay, ſome, 


As Eve the Apple—crave a Plumb, 

And would devour (ſo great their Rage is) 

From Sloes and Bullies to Green-Gages! 
In Caledonia - the Neep * 

(Where'er the Soil will let it peep) 

By Engliſh Culture now increas d, 

Figures as Fruit—at a Laird's Feaſt; 


* Turnep, 
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Nor can the Dread of a ſair Lip 
Preſerve the late Autumnal Hip, 1140 
Which, for poor Birds was mean t, if they 
Could be prevail 'd upon—to ftay. 
In high Efteem we muſt ſuppoſe 
Whate'er midſt Thorns and Brambles grows! 
Let not her favour'd Sons complain 
Of Scarcities of Fruits, or Grain ; 
Since, with one Univerſal Sweep, 
What we poor Engliſh ſow—they reap ! 
Of Burgundy, I own, that 1 
Think nothing with the Taſte can vie; 1180 
Therefore, to others I reſign 
Slicing the Melon, or the Pine : 
Nor does it riſe, ſuch things from ſcorning, 
No- can eat them—in the Morning. 
But on my Part, would it be fair, 
To make my Taſte my only Care? 
For them, if I ſhew no Concern, 
How would they treat me, in their Turn ? 
'Therefore, as others it may ſuit, 
I'd have you get ſome Hot-houſe Fruit; 1160 
Which I, for Form's fake, may think fit, 
(Or Complaiſance) to pick—a bit. 
In 
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In what we like ourſelves, we're fond, 


Men's Taſtes with ours ſhould correſpond; 

But then, Men's Caution ſhould be ſuch 

As not to ſhow—they love too much. 

One Day, as I paſs'd by, the Vicar 

Was with you, taſting of ſome Liquor 

Down in your Cave—l wiſh to know 

What elſe could take you both ſo low? 1170 
By what Name might you call it ? pray, 

Was it the petit Vin du Pays?” 

If (as I'm told) it comes from France, 

(You know, One hears ſuch things by Chance) 


We ſhall get far more gay, and merry, 


Than if we ſtuck to Port, —or Sherry. 

Nor let us fail, to pay that Duty 

No honeft ſoul can grudge—to Beauty, 

Which gives to every Thing a Zeſt; 

And charge our Bumpers—to the Beſt : 1180 
For, which of us, beneath the Roſe, 

But knows it, or elſe—thinks he knows ? 
And—can that Wine, be reckon d waſted, 
That's drunk—to ſuch, as ne'er was tafted ? 

By drinking hard, what Profit's riſe 


To the Revenue, and Exciſe |! 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe, I'm convinc'd, on no account 

You'd have fall ſhort in their Amount. 

I khow that—Friendſhip for this Sea Port, 
Prevents your wiſhing it—a Free Port: 1190 
That you eſteem it's People's Health 

To conſtitute the Nation's Wealth: 

That the ſole Motive of your ſtruggling 

For Ofticers—to—hinder Smuggling, 

Is for 


They're genuine, unforc'd, and pure. 


your Liquors—to be ſure 


Now, your Politeneſs to all Strangers 

Will not expoſe us to ſuch Dangers 

And Evils,—as are generated 

By Wines, — which are ſophiſticated. 1200 
Yours, it is true, are laid in, dear; 

But, we ſhall drink, void of all Fear ! 


Then, tell the Guardian of your Keys; 
We feel ourſelves at perfect Eaſe : 
Nay, if you chuſe it—you may tell her, 
That I have burſt into your Cellar. 
Nor let her here lift up her Eyes, 
In token—of her vaſt ſurprize, 
That I, whilom Deſcription rich in, 
And perfect Maſter of the Kitchen, 1210 
P Should 
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Should to that—happy Talent, join 

Some trifling knowledge of the Vine. 

So much, on what the beſt to eat is, 
Might make you dread a drinking Treatiſe 
Be thankful then that you eſcape 

With a ſhort Effay on the Grape: 


Though, ſome would like, that road to travel, 


As well, as on—the Stone, or Gravel ; 
And had for their Conductors, got 


A White* —a Kirkland —or a Pott. 
Look on that Shelf there ! don't I ſee 


At yonder End—ſome Cote Rotie © 

Let me but ſearch, and I'll engage 

To find ſome curious Hermitage. 

I know, you never wiſh to ſpare it ; 
Suppoſe then that we try yon Claret. 
Here, Butler! quick! undo that Lock 
Take out a Dozen of that Hock 

Give me one, in my Hand, to look at: 
Aye! this, at Bremen. coſt a Ducat ! 
Our generous Landlord would not part 
With his- for thrice as much per Quart, 
To any ſneaking, peeviſh Churls ; 

Nor throw to filthy Swine—ſuch Pearls. 


1220 
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* Th:ee eminent Surgeons, who have written Treatiſes on the Stone and 
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Talk not of turning of my Brain ; 
But, draw a Cork of that Champaigne. 
Pour me a Glaſs ; I feel quite dry : 
By Jove—the real—Partridge Eye! 
Yet—if you'd have us in full Glee, 
Open thoſe Bins—of Burgundy ! 
Nor do I hold it wond'rous finful, 
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When Wine is good—to take one's—Skin full 


Quibuſdam licet et in locis, 
Miſcere ſeria, cum jocofis. 
In Capite, gi non fit Dolor, 
Non multum refert—Nui fit Color 
Vel—expers Capite Doloris. 
Nil agitur —Cugjus Coloris. 
Anglice !—when no Sting—in Tail is, 
It's no great Matter Color gualis. 
Ah Genus ! wert thou feminine, 
On Genders, how a Wit might ſhine ! 
Sing to the Praiſes - Generis bujus, 
Nor care a Ruſh—Coloris cujus ; 
If black, or fair—cheſnut, or brown, 


Or any Colour—now in Ton ; 


But the Muſe ſays, it does not ſuit har 
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To deal with any T hing— that's Neuter. 
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For, thence the Saying of ſome Wit, 

Ex Nihil—quod—Ntbi ft. 

Though ſome of her Remarks have been, 
On what are truly Epicene. 1260 
Mind how they ran ! quite ſmooth, as Satin: 
Lord! one cries out, —how he writes Latin ! 
I thought thoſe fellows—hir d—for fighting, 
Knew nothing —of ſuch ſort of writing. 
One—I remember very well, 

Was at our Houſe, who could not ſpell ; 
And fifty others I could quote, 


Who have learn'd nothing—but by Rote. 
Forgive me, Sirs ! the blunt Expreſſion; 


Thus—many think—of your Profeſſion, 1270 


- And faith, there 1s too great Occaſion 


To juſtify the Obſervation | 

Yet, many a Son of Alma Mater, 

Like me—learns only——how to cater ; 

At leaſt—that is, a kind of knowledge 
Not much neglected at a College) 

Whilſt, ſome, with Martial Glory burning, 


Have yet no leſs excell'd in Learning ; 
(Not 
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(Not that I mean, we've had mongſt us, 
A CzxsaRr or Pol Igls) 1280 
Vet, ere they engage with Ink and Paper, 
Let them remember thee, Oh Draper! 
And, ſome, to love of writing, date 
Even the Gallant Burgoyne's Fate: 
Nor can reftrain their Gibes, and Jokes, 
Becauſe—he form'd a Maid—of Oaks. 

Oft, from my Subject I depart, 
As Thoughts riſe up, by Fit, and Start ; 
And (much like thoſe, who once begin 
To run a Score up—at an Inn) 1290 
Depriv'd of Reſolution's Prop, 
I know not, when, or where to ſtop ! 
If I have not, I ſhould have ſaid it, 
As long—as they can meet—with Credit. 
Though to expreſs one's Thoughts, in rhyme, 
I; but a Nick-nack ſort of Chime : 
For, where Ambition is not great, 
One, Two, Three, Four, Five, Six, Sev'n, Eight, 
Are Numbers juſt; for Demigods, and Men, 
One, Two, Three, Four, Five, Six, Sev'n, Eight, 

Nine, Ten. 13c0 

So,—by the help of Nomenclators, 
All may become Verxſificators. 
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Theſe Rules, are quite diſtin, and clear 
To ev'ry Man that has an Ear: 
Therefore—to introduce a Brewer, 
Eight is the mark—Aye Sure! Aye Sure ! 
Yet, Laureats deal in greater plenty, 
And run, ſometimes, as high as Twenty; 
But, how ſhould they Invention lack, 
Who're gifted—by a Butt of Sack ? 1310 

When laſt I din'd with you, I think, 
Your ſmall beer—was not fit to drink ; 
Or (ſhould that Line be thought a cripple) 
Your Malt—was miſerable Tipple. 
At leaſt, I know, who found it ſo; 
For, ſoon he was oblig'd to go, 
J won't ſay whither, its quite clear 
To you, whoſe Temple is ſo near: 
But had the Journey been much further, 
His Guts had made him roar out Murder ! 1320 
Or his Oblations to let fly, 
Before he reach'd the Altar High. 
Yet, ſtill ſome good, ſuch Leſſon teaches : 
© To have few Buttons on our Breeches : 
That we may make no long Delay ; 
But—ſwiftly our Devotions pay. 
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For, Cloacina (as does Venus) 
Thinks Heavineſs, a Fault moſt heinous, 
Such, as is not to be look'd over 
In thoſe, who live on Fat, and Clover, 1330 
Who, for themſelves can ſlice, and carve ; 
Much leſs, in them, who're doom'd to ftarve : 
(Obſerve, Good Sir! what ftrange and odd is, 
The Brewer's Numbers ſuit a Goddeſs) 
For, ſince that Goddeſs has deſcended, 
And, in our Engliſh Camps attended, 
Alighting from her —Yellow Car, 
To aſſiſt us in this—hopeful War; 
(Hopeful, it is by all agreed on; 
Indeed, we've little elſe to feed on) 1340 
Our Soldiers, are become ſo ſteady, 
The Word is uſeleſs—to—* Make ready: 
They no ſuch Caution now require : 
We've nothing but Preſent—and Fire!” 
Except, indeed, ſome Tricks in Column, 
On which, we've writ a tedious Volume ; 
Aye—Pages infinite, to tell 
What ſome in One—could teach as well. 

Yet, ſure! ſuch Conflict, they ſhould dread, 


Who ſcarcely are allow'd their Bread ; 1350 
And 
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And are refus'd a trifling Sum, 

To buy—but half a Glaſs of Rum, 

To keep their Bodies from Infection, 

And againſt Cold afford Protection: 

Whole Wives, are not allow d to draw 

E'en for a paltry Truſs of Straw ; 

Whilſt, what would buy a Load, has been 
Squander'd away on each Faſcine, 

Or Picket, made for that Redoubt, 

Which D. . . “ ſays—we're beſt without 1360 


Would you know, when it will be done? 


No Doubt, as ſoon as its begun 


* This Paſſage requires particular Explanation. Know then, that in the 
Year 1779, the principal Engineer on the Staff, was ſent down to Rye, to 
buy the Materials for conftrufting a Redoubt, on the Spot where PLavpon 
Church ſtands; which, likewife, was to be knock'd down, and paid for. 
Although it was bis Opinion, that the Work would rather be detrimental 
than uſeful ; he received poſitive Orders from our wiſe Rulers, to buy as 
much Wood,” for that Purpoſe, as coſt (with the making up into Pickets and 
Faſcines) near Two Thouſand Pounds. It would have taken full three 
Weeks to finiſh the Redoubt ; but the Orders were, not to begin it, till the 
Enemy ſhould land. It of courſe never was begun upon, but an extravagant 
Price was paid for feveral Years, for the Ground, on which theſe Faggots 
laid, to rot. Water, and Manna muſt have been expected from the Heavens: 
yet, when it was repreſented that a ſmall Quantity of Rum, would be the 
Means of ſaving many Lives, in that unwholſome Camp near Ryz the Re- 
queſt was objected to, on Account of the Expence, though the Soldiers died 
like rotton Sheep, »OH ! WONDERFUL CECONOMY ! 
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And who is not ſurpriz'd, to ſee 


Such wonderful Oeconomy 

In Minitters, who hire a Spot, 

To let ten thouſand Faggots—rot ! 

What Inſtance too, of great Compaſſion |! 
Of Wood they are allow'd—-per Ration 
Will you believe me, when I fay 

Each Man has full two Pounds a Day : 1370 
Abundant—as ſome wife Heads ſettle, 

To keep him warm, and boil his Kettle. 
What muſt he eat, ye Commis, cruel ? 

For that won't heat his Water Gruel. 
Sure ! he might make his Belly full, on 
A Mutton's Head—without the Wool on 
Muſt none, but of your Northern Breed, 
Regale upon the ſinged * Heed ? 

Too great the Luxury of a Gooſe, 
But—do not envy him a Haggiſs.* 1380 
Oh ſhameful Pack of greedy Elves, 

To keep ſuch Diſhes to yourſelves ! 

Give us one Sup! don't ſeem ſo loth ! 

One Spoonful of your Bairley Broth ! * 

R. y cries aloud, my Vengeance ſeek ye? 
How dare you long for Cocky * Leekey ? 


* Famous Scotch Diſhes. 
R 
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In all Diviſions, they take care, 
To have enough for their own Share ; 


No matter how poor Wretches toil, 
If they—can batten on the Spoll : 
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Secure from Sword, and Cannon's Thunder, 


They—quietly enjoy the Plunder. 

Let me no more this Theme purſue ; 
Too much it muſt our Grief renew, 
And bring to Mind that fatal Day 
Which our lov'd Granby ſnatch'd away 1 
What Heart ſo callous? but would melt 
At ſuch a Loſs as we all felt? 

Him, as he paſs'd, each Soldier bleſs'd ; 
He cheriſh'd all, he none oppreſs'd ! 

His honeſt Viſage knew no Guile, 

Nor could put on that fawning Smile, 
By which, you'd think. . . . would fain, 
Make you believe—he felt your Pain. 
As to Compaſſion he ne er ſhuts 

His Bowels, who's no room for Guts ; 
So, from that Breaft, Pity can't ſteal, 
Which never yet was known to feel ! 
But why, that frightful Picture draw, 
When Granby ſtands without a Flaw ? 


1400 


1410 
At 
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At leaſt, each Fault he did poſſeſs, 


Roſe from ſome Virtue, in Exceſs. 


Pierc'd with the piteous Tale of Grief, 


When Wretches ſought of him relief, 
His Eyes large Drops of Pearl diſtilling, 


He'd give—'till left without a ſhilling ! 
What moſt his manly Heart-ftrings tore, 


Was, when he felt, and found no more. 


He, under his benign Command, 

To Honour led each willing Band : 
He never met with juſt Rebuke 

From Brunfwick's truly Gallant Duke; 
But, when that Hero ſhow'd the Way, 


Was proud, and eager to obey. 
Tell me too, where you read in Story, 


Of One, who pointed to more Glory ; 


Who, with leſs force, compell'd to yield, 


And drove vaſt Armies from the Field. 
Aſk you for Proof? I'll only call 
That ſignal Morn at W:lliamſiball, 


When, more than thrice his Numbers, fled 


With their two Marſhals at their Head; 
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And, 
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And, Maſtyn's prov'd that Squadrons cou &d, 
When well led on, paſs through a Wood; 
Whilſt the fame Zeal through others ran, 
To charge the Foe,—as they began. 

The beft of our Battalions, then 
Could ſcarcely count three hundred Men ; 


Spectators held them in Deriſion; 


Taking each, for a Sub-Diviſion ! 1440 
But, why the Succours were detained, 


His Conduct ſhould have been arraign d, 
Who, Chatham's noble Counſels chang'd, 

And all his able Plans derang'd: 

Who, prowling o'er his unfledg'd. Years, 
Poiſon'd his r7 ? */ Maſter's Ears; 

And, more to plague his People yet, 

Plann'd that—infernal Cabinet, 

Where Tory Pride, with Weakneſs match'd, 
The Brood, which now conſumes us, hatch'd. 1450 
With Down, pluck 'd from the youthful Breaſt, 
The Harpies ſoon made warm their Neſt, 
When, to ſecure it more, ſome Minion 
Contriv'd to cut the Eagle's Pinion : 

Here, be his Name, nor ſaid, nor ſung, 


For fear of bliſtering your Tongue 
Thus, 
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Thus, render'd impotent to tower, 

Britain from that Day loft her Power. 

Or, rather, thus forbid to ſoar, 

Britain—from that Day—was no more! 1460 
Thence, more, and greater Evils flew, 

Than Ovid's Fancy ever drew, 

Or Churchill's Genius could examine, 

When he ſurvey'd the Cave of Famine : 

Far, far more peſtilential Flocks 

Than iſſued from Pandora's Box; 

And, what is worſe, the wretch who got em, 

Left not one Chink for Hope - at bottom 
Think you his Conſcience muſt not wince 

At all the Woes brought on us ſince? 1470 

In Days of Vore, the Murderer Cain 

Met not more merited Diſdain; 

Nor did his ſolitary Tread, 

Show greater Marks of Guilt, and Dread! 

Ah! ſee him like a Felon ſkulk, 

(Eſcap'd from the 7u/titia Hulk) 

Whoſe foul, contaminating Breath, 

On Britain's Angel Form—brought Death ! 

Thoſe Succours were not left behind, 


For want of Tranſports, or of Wind ; 1480 
S Though 
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Though that Pretence for their Delay, 
Was ſpread abroad from Day to Day: 
No; if his Wiſhes had prevail'd, 
The able Ferdinand had fail'd, 

And helliſh Rancour had delighted 
To ſee his Name, and Honours, blighted. 

In that true Military School 
Was Granby taught each uſeful Rule, 
A Soldier brave, and wiſe, could frame, 
To lead to moſt Heroick Fame. 1490 
Some modern Arts he could not learn ; 
The Maxim was to ſpare, not burn : 
Nor, if we took a Town or Village, 
Was it condemn d—to *© Sack and Pillage.” 
Though, now, ſuch Feats are mighty counted, 
And help ſome Footmen—to get mounted : 
Nor wonder! if, amidſt theſe Scenes, 
They give Jack-Boots—to the Marines |! 
His manly Virtues ſhould be ſung 


In lofty Verſe, his Records hung 1500 
(In Adamantine Characters engrav d) 
With theirs, whoſe Valour hastheir Country ava, 


And all the Threats of boaſting Tyrants, brav'd ! 
With Gratitude, my Boſom fir d, 
I've dar'd—by that alone inſpir'd, This 
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This well meant Effort to obtrude : 48 
Who will not plead for Gratitude ? 
Tears! ye flow faſter than my Ink! 
He ſav'd me, juft about to fink : 
By Sickneſs made Death's ready Spoil : 
And brought me to my Native Soil. 1510 
Oh fell Diſaſter ! in his End, 
We loſt our Father, and our Friend ! 

Ah! where that Groan, my Fancy hears ? 
Whence, theſe prognoſticating Fears! 
Shall I attempt, Oh Muſe! to ſhow 
Thoſe ſtriking Scenes of future Woe, 
Or in expreſſive Tints diſplay 
The dear-bought Laurels of that Day, 
When, faithful to the Clarion Call 
Of Glory, Robert / thou wilt fall, I520 
Diſplaying Reſolution's Banners ; 
Thy Father's Emblem! a true Manners ! 
When France ſhall her Quietus meet, 
But, Britain—more than loſe a Fleet ! 
For, Steadineſs, and Worth ſo rare, 
Time cannot eafily repair, 


Nor Nature make a frequent Launch, 


Of Stuff, at Heart ſo ſound, and ſtaunch | 
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[ 68 ] 
If we conſult fair Record's Pages, 
Few ſuch, indeed, appear in ages, 1530 
To make a grateful Kingdom boaſt, 
Or be—an honeſt Patriot's Toaſt. 


Britain may ſay. Leſs felt thy Fall is, 
« Whilſt there—remains my brave Cornwallis !”* 


And, what's right valiant, wiſe, and good, 
My Fleet ſhatl till retain in Hood; 
Nor with vain Thoughts her Mind conſole, 
Of gallant Heroes, on her Roll! | 
For, can ſhe ſuch Applauſe refuſe 
To Gardner, Barrington, and Hughes ? 1540 
Nay—ſhe'll reap Comfort from ſtill more, 
Who burn—her Credit to reftore ; 
Whoſe Arms, and Spirits, would unite, 
To place her on her former Height : 
Yet, Rutland] how thy Soul will mourn, 
To have thy Friend, thy Brother torn ! 
His Limbs be ſcatter'd in the Deep ; 
No Urn arrive, oer which to weep, 
Or one Nocturnal Vigil keep! 
No Aſhes ! for thy Tears to ſteep ! I550 
Long—long—dejected ſhalt thou be, 
And Grandeur have no Charms for thee. 
| Subjects 
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Subjects like theſe, in Miniature, 

The Eye of Taſte can ſcarce endure : 

Who deigns ſome friendly Hints to drop, 

My too unſkilful Hand to ſtop. 

Thine Offer I ſhall not deſpiſe ; 

But, throw thy Quill away —ſhe cries : 

Aim not at things beyond thy Strength: 

Seward, ſhall draw this—at full Length 1860 
See Hervey's Ghoſt there, ſtalk along 

Indignant, at each Veteran's Wrong 

Are Regiments, he cries, ſuch Toys, 

That you muſt fling them fo, to Boys? 

Or, if to little Zacks and Tommys ; 

Pray, why to petty Clerks, and Commis ? 

Before you for new Levies beat, 

Are your Old Corps yet half complete ? 

Who'll buy ?—who'll buy ?—or Foot or Horſe ; 

There ſtands the K. 3 1570 

Oh ! Shame ! on ſuch notorious jobbing ! 

What is it, but your Country robbing ? 

Increaſing Fees for Treaſury D6quets, 

And cramming Money in R* g*%e's Pockets? 

He's only heard, and his Cauſe firft is, 

Whom Power ſupports, inftead of Juſtice ; 
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And, thoſe alone, play certain Games, 

Who ftick the cloſeſt to St. James! 

That Party, ever will have Weight 

Sufficient, to preponderate: 1580 

Vea — even C:.]⁰wÿ e y ſhall be yielding 

To the all potent Voice of Fielding, 

And Northern Influence be ſeen 

Hereafter, in the Riſe of Sh .: 

With us, (as in the Game of Cricket, 

When Quarrels riſe about the Wicket) 

Some Umpire, who decides the Notch, 

Is ſure to give it—for the See- 

Some ſay, the preſent Syſtem's right: 

Hunger, and Cold, will make Men fight. 1590 

Then, I'd adviſe you, France and Spain / 

Quickly to ſue for Peace again. 

With ſuch a Jade to head our Army, 

No wonder, if our Threats alarm you: 

Make no Delay; for Mercy, treat ye! 

Or elſe, our Grenadiers will eat you. 

You'll cry—Your Goddeſs is inhuman : 

Some rather think—it is a / 9? m2 *n; 

And, by ſome flippant Tongue I'm told 

That M. ſt. ſs B. . . s rather Oid. 1600 
Then, 


1 

Then, here's to . . . . My Heroes ! and her, 
Who is our gallant—Chief OG.. r [ 
Minerva deigns to cry out Halt!“ 
Turn quick about, again—to Malt. 
Let me look back—'tis rightly gueſs d, 
Twas that, from which, we laſt digreſs d. 
Now, muſt not this extort Confeſſion, 
© That my whole Letter's a Digreſſion: 
For, what has he to do with Metre, 
Who gets his Living—by Salt Petre? 1610 

And, truly, I begin to fear, 
I ſhall make ſad Work of your Beer ; 
Having no reaſon—Evunoyeiy 
Of any Liquor—but your Wine. | 
Egregious Coxcomb ! did you ſeek 
That Rhyme, to ſhew you know ſome Greek? 
Then, fince where Vices blaze, and ftare, 
You don't ſeem much inclin'd to ſpare, 
So, when you can, pray, fail not 2 1 
Thoſe who take Pleaſure Ebegytreu, 1640 
And give them Praiſe, where Praiſe is due, 
Though to your Taſte, they ſhould not brew. 
Few Places, on this Southern Coaſt, 


Have any Beer, to inake their Boaſt > 'Þ 


Minerva 
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< Changing a Liquor, oft delicious, 
For One, in its Effects pernicious. 
I ſhould commit a heinous Sin, 
Were I to ſpeak—againit—good Gin; 
Friends would be at me, One and All; 
Aye faith—ev'n the General, 1630 
Who's often forc'd to take a Suck, 
When he comes in, quite wet as Muck : 
No doubt it ſometimes is of Uſe ; 
I only ſpeak—of its abuſe. 
But, what gets he for all his Pains ? 
Paſſing his Time, midſt Heat, or Rains: 
We daily ſee thoſe moſt prefer'd, 
Who from good Quarters leaſt have ftirr'd ; 
And he, moſt—precious Favours rifles, 
Who deals in nothing—but in Trifles ; 1640 
Or can amuſe himſelf, in Bed, 
With Muſick, and a Maidenhead ! 
More lucky they, who hog their Backs, 
And ride theStreets, on Crop-Eard Hacks! 
Or ſaunter up and down the Park, 
Counting each Tree—'till after Dark 
Small Chance of riſing, they now ſtand, 
Who gain'd the Thanks of Ferdinand ; 


Down, 
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Down, in the Coal Hole, they would ſtop us, 
To pleaſe—a Burner of Aſ.p.s! 1650 
But, I forgot Minerva's Wink, 

Nor ſaid what Beer we ought to drink: 

Should yours then now be flat, or ftale, 

Send to Vat Proctor, * for ſome Ale; 

Who (though not much abroad is ſent) 

At Home can give you—excellent : 

I mean, Sir ! by Compariſon, 

For what's right good—is here unknown. 

Mat (by the bye) 's a jolly Fellow, 

And dearly loves to make me mellow : 1660 
Beſides, he is a Brother Fidler, 

Perhaps a Rhymer too, or Ridler ; 


For, there is nothing elſe in me 


Of Poet, —except Poverty. 


However, be he what he will, 
This good advice he can't take ill. 


© Remember, Nat /—to brew bad Beer, is 


A ſore Offence againſt Dame Ceres; 
„ And, as ſhe's not without her Heaven; 


Take not nine Buſhels—from Eleven!“ 1670 
* A very worthy Man at Rye, but a miſerable bad Brewer. 
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Oh Whichcote! in thy calm Retreat, 
Where, cheerful Eaſe, and Plenty meet, 
Almoſt with Extacy I've quaff'd 
The pure, delicious, Home-brew'd Draught! 
Quenching, though mild, as Amber, bright, 
Grateful to Palate, and to Sight ; 


Leaving behind no bitter Twang, 


Nor cauſing in the Brain—one Pang. 


As, down the winding Stream we float, 


In thy capacious, welkftor'd Boat, 1680 


When the Fiſh take the ſpinning Trimmers, 

With anxious Joy we fill our Brimmers ; 

Whilſt each, in turn, his Fortune tries, 

And, cautious pulls the ſtruggling Prize: 

Perhaps a Perch, with Shoulders broad : 

Sometimes, an Eel the Bait has gnawd : 

Ah! ſee the diſappointed Look ! 

The Caitiff has eſcap'd the Hook ! 

Juſt ready, in my Hands to take 

A Pike—ah ! ſee the Tackle break! 1690 
Behold another diſappear ! 


Give us a Glals, our Hopes to cheer. 


Look 
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Look at yon fartheſt ! ſee—that—dive! 

Again, you ſee us all alive. 

Thus, following the pleaſing Toil, 

We drink—and make Old Witham * ſmile, 
And, as we pour, Sol's gentle Beam 

Makes the bright Charms of Ceres—cream. 

Oft too, at Eve, till Duſk I ſet, 

And all my Cries, and Fears forget, 1700 
Beneath thine aged—Royal Oak, 

Encircled with the grateful Smoke 

Of true Virginia, and delight 
To ſee thee, dex trous pitch the Quoit : 

In which, thy cheerful Tenants join, 

Urg'd by thy Speech and Looks benign : 

For, when thy hoſpitable Roof, 

None need, if honeſt, ſtand aloof. 

How. frequent then the copious Flaſk 

Viſits the early tilted Caſk |! 1710 
Whilſt, near me, ſets the ſmiling Vicar, 

Who helps to make the Tap run quicker. 

Marvel not, he can pour down-fat, 

To keep a Caſk from getting flat ; 

The Wonder is—he's ever ſober, 

Who can come at—ſuch rare Ofober 


The River WiTHAam. 
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Sometimes, on Sight of wiſh'd-for News, 

Our Pleaſures we abroad diffuſe, 

And, in the Air Exploſions make, 

Cauſing the Country round—to ſhake : 1720 
Nor can the gazing Labourer paſs 

Without the thrice repeated Glaſs ; 

Whilſt, we, in Chorus, joyful fing 

Aloud“ God ſave Great George, our King! | 
And every Heart, with grateful fire, | 
Adds to it—** God long bleſs the Squire!“ 
Such Sports, by foreign Arts corroded, 


Modern Refiners have exploded, 
And, in their Place have ſubſtituted 


What Pride devis'd, and ſhame has rooted. 1730 
Britons ! no more remain the Tools 

Of Petits Maitres, or of Fools : 

But, go ye Lofty! and ye Grand! 

Approach the Gates of Timberland: 

"Tis at that Manſion, you will fee 

True Engliſh Hoſpitality : 

Nor whilſt this feeble Hand a Pen holds, 

Let me forget the Worth of Reynolds ! * 


* RichAx D REYNOLDS, Eſq. of Pax ron, in HUNTINGDONSHIRE, A 
Man of univerſal good Character, and to whom the Author of theſe Lines 


is proud to acknowledge his Obligations. * 
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It's time, you cry, that I ſhould think 

Of finiſhing both Meat, and Drink ; 1740 
And I was juſt within an Ace 

Of begging you—to ſay—your Grace ; 

But, we will ſpare Old Hirco's Laughter ; 

What ſerv'd Before - will do for—After. 

Yet, hold! it muſt not be forgot, 5 
4% al you ra, 
We've had—on Inftrument,—and Vocal. 

Now for ſome Obſervations—local. 

(All Europe's Voice ſhall raiſe an Altar 

To him who now defends Gibraltar) 1750 
Dinner of him we had beſpoke : 

It is not right we ſhould provoke ; 

Nor is it ſafe ſuch Tricks to try on, 

Or vex the Man—who keeps a Lion : 

But let us make him ſome Excuſe, 

Leſt he ſhould let the Lion looſe. 

His Porter's good—a freſh drawn Can 

will reliſh well with Parmezan, 


Or any better ſort you pleaſe ; 
But, there's no dining without Cheeſe, 1760 
No fear from you, of ſuch Miſtakes 
As happen in the Land of Cakes : 
X 
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Where, at ſome Tables I have been, 
And moſt uncomfortably ſeen 


The hungry Servants liſt ning wait, 

(Who would not ſuch vile Cuſtoms hate ?) 
Till Wine, and Cloth, and all's quite clear; 
And then they hand round Cheeſe, and Beer ! 
With a raw Turnip—or an Onion, 


Not large—but ftrong—as Cannon's Trunnion. 
All Joke apart, —between us Friends, 
The Keeper ſhould be made amends : 
You ought, at all Events, to try 
Some Means, to ſoothe, and pacify : 
May Lamb ſubdue the Lion's Rage, 
And bring about—the Golden Age [ 
But, there are Animals more dire, 
More terrible—more dread their Ire 
And which, at Rye, in every Street, 


Whene'er you ſtir, you're ſure to meet; 1780 


Though, now, to take in the Unwary, 
Each calls himſelf—Apothecary. 

By putting down their Names, you ll ſay 
At once—they muſt be—Things of prey: 
For Cuckows,* and Mackaws,* I find, 


Are claſs'd amongſt the Vulture Kind: 


** The Names of : es Apcthec:riez, at x2 Some 
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Some Chamberlains * too—find good Sport, 
Tearing the Vitals of the Court ! 
The Lion, with his Fangs can kill ; 
Theſe—can deſtroy you—with a Bill. 1790 
Better, to feel his Pulls, and Tugs, 
Than to be—poiſon'd with their Drugs! 
They—like the Millers, Skin, and Bone, 
Would ftarve—or make you all their own ; 
Juſt have you—ſaid to be alive, 
That on your Entrails—they may thrive. 
May you, my Friend ! enjoy your Eaſe, 
And never want ſuch Plagues—as theſe ! 
Heavens ſave the Giver of this Feaſt, 
From them,—and ev'ry other Beaſt ! 1800 
Methinks, I ſee ſome gruff Grammarian 
Seize on this Work with Rage Tartarian, 
And to it's Entrails plunge his Knife in, 
Becauſe, perchance, there wants a Hypben; 
Or, through the Printer's Fault, the O f 
Shall meet Damnation from a Colon! 
Againſt thoſe Lines they'll Vengeance deal, 


T he Force of which they cannot feel ; 


* See the Note in the preceding Page. 


+ A Geek Word, which ſignifies © the Whole; or, according to the 
preſent Faihion, the Totaiity,” 
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For, as each Word—}/ack Snarl ſhall read, 
The Bantling at each Pore ſhall bleed ; 1810 
And from his Accent feel more Torture, 
Than if—'twere pounded in a Mortar. 
Convinc'd that you will do your beſt, 
I'm now inclin'd—to let you reft : 
Yet, though the Burthen of my Song 
May be, and is—by much—too long ; 
And all who read, muſt ſay they ve had 
* 'Midſt too much micdling—too much bad: 
Inaccuracies in Abundance ; 
And Fand Arnds—in great Redundance ; 1820 
Truth, with Simplicity of Diction; 
Not much (what moſt are fond of) Fiction! 
I ftill muſt add, though I'm no Scholar, 
I'm Yours moſt truly—Henry V. Il. r. 
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